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Community Groups that offer Meals 


1. Bissell Centre 

10527-96 Street - 423-2285 

Monday to Friday — 9:30 a.m. 

— sandwiches 

Friday — 9:45 a.m. — sandwiches 

3. Inner City Pastoral Ministry 

at The Bissell Centre - 424-7652 

Snacks after Sunday Service 

- 12:00 to 1:00 

4. Christ Church 

12116-102 Avenue — 488-1118 

Every 3rd Saturday - 5:00 p.m. meal 

5. Herb Jamieson Centre 

10014 -105A Avenue — 429-3470 

For men not on assistance 

Monday to Friday 7:00 to 7:45 a.m. breakfast 

12:00 — 12:45 p.m. — lunch 

5:00 to 5:45 p.m. — supper 

Weekends 11:00 — 11:45 a.m. - breakfast 
4:00 - 4:45 p.m. — supper 

6. Hope Mission - 422-2018 

Daily 7:00 to 7:45 - breakfast 

Noon - lunch 

5:00 to 6:45 - supper 

7. House of Refuge Mission 

10339-95 Street 

Daily - 8 p.m. - meal 


8. Marian Centre 
10536-98 Street - 424-3544 
Daily except Wednesdays 
12:00 to 12:45 p.m. meal 
Closed from the 27th of each month to the Ist 
8. The Mustard Seed 
10635-96 Street — 426-5600 
Monday to Friday — 7:00 to 8:00 p.m. supper 
Saturday — 5 p.m. - supper 
Zero tolerance of alcohol 
10. Operation Friendship 
9526-106 Avenue — 429-2626 
Monday to Friday - 9:00 a.m. — breakfast 
Monday to Sunday — 12 noon — lunch 

5:00 p.m. — supper 
For seniors over 55 only 
11. Red Road Healing Centre — 471-3220 
Friday — 12:00 to 1:00 p.m. — soup and bannock 
12. Salvation Army 
9620-101 Avenue— 429-4222 
Fridays — 7:30 a.m. to 8:00 a.m. — breakfast 
13. St Peter’s Evangelical Lutheran Church 
9606-110 Avenue — 426-1122 
Tuesday, Wednesday and Thursday, 7:00 
a.mBreakfast 


14. St. Faith’s Anglican Church - 

parish hall 

11725-93 Street — 477-5931 

Thursday — 12:00 noon — soup 

Saturday — 8:30 a.m. to 10:00 a.m. —breakfast 
3rd Friday of the month — 7:00 p.m. - supper 
15. Emmaus Church 

5015- 144 Avenue — 275-1647 

Monday - 4:45 to 6:00 p.m. — meal 

16. Women’s Emergency Accommodation 
Centre 

9611-101A Avenue — 423-5302 

Meals for women staying at the shelter. 

If not, bag lunch is given 

17. Edmonton Orthodox Reformed Church 
1161- 95 A Street - 479-1860 

Thursdays, 6:25 p.m. soup 

18. Robertson Wesley United Church 
10209-123 Street 482-1587 

Second Saturday of each month 

January to November, 5:00 p.m. meal 

19, Jasper Place Health and Wellness Centre 
15210 - Stoney Plain Road — 481-4001 
Mondays — 7:00 to 8:00 p.m. — meal 

20. One Accord Bible Fellowship Church 
10802 — 93 Street — 425-6310 

Saturdays, 10:00 to 1:00 p.m. meals 


Have you witnessed an act of violence against a homeless person, or been homeless, and a victim of violence? 
If so, please fill out the form below and return to Edmonton Street News, 9533-106A Avenue, Edmonton, Alberta, TSH 0S9 


Name of peron or persons involved (if known) 


Date Time 


Where did the incident occur 





What happened 
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Code of Ethics 


Edmonton Street News reserves the 
right to refuse publication of any arti- 
cle and or ad at the discretion of the 
board of Edmonton Street News 
Society. 


We will not trivialize 
poverty in any way. 


We practice sound journalism with 
respect to FOIP legislation and 
respect for the privacy of the persons 
portrayed in stories and 
photographs. 


The views presented in this publica- 
tion are those of the writers. 
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Hancock flexes his 
muscle, not his 
vision, in firing 
Northland trustees 


Allan Sheppard 


Allan Sheppard is a freelance writer and editor, 
and a volunteer writer for Edmonton Street News. 
As a pensioner, he finds himself from time to time 
on the edge of poverty and homelessness. As a 
self-appointed community elder, he thinks and 
worries about the needs of children, youth, par- 
ents and others who face lives of poverty and 
inadequate education in the midst of unprecedent- 
ed wealth. 


“Education is not the filling of a 


pail, but the lighting of a fire.” 
William Butler Yeats 


The wisdom of one of Ireland's great 
poets seems not to be what Alberta's educa- 
tion minister, Dave Hancock, thinks of when 
he makes big decisions. Too bad. 

Had Hancock known and taken to heart 
W.B. Yeats's wise words about education, he 
might have looked for ways to light fires of 
curiosity, literacy, and learning in students 
of the distressed Northland School Division. 
Instead, he chose to call out a bucket 
brigade to put out a different kind of fire—of 
perceived incompetence or ineffectiveness in 
management, administration, or governance 
among elected school trustees who repre- 
sented 23 Aboriginal communities and were 
responsible for around 3,000 students. He 
fired the elected trustees and replaced them 
with an appointed trustee, Colin Kelly. 

Kelly, a former superintendent with the 
division, seems not to be a bad choice. Chris 
Noskey, a fired trustee quoted in the 
Edmonton Journal (Hancock axes entire 
Northland school board, January 22) 
describes him as “well-known and well- 
liked.” But that, Noskey adds, “is not going 
to make a difference.” 

The problem is not with the person 
appointed to try to fix the Northland School 
Division. The problem is with what he has 
been asked to do. And not to do. Or not 
asked to do. 

Kelly has been asked to fill buckets. Not 
student buckets; that would have been a 
fruitless assignment, but at least it would 
have shown that Hancock partly under- 
stands the real problem in Northland and 
other remote Aboriginal jurisdictions. 

Kelly has been asked to fill administrative 
buckets: buckets marked “test scores,” and 
“attendance rates,” and “teacher turnover 
rates,” and the like. No matter how much 
stuff Kelly manages to put into those buck- 
ets, it will not work. It will never be enough. 

Nor is possible to inspire—light a fire—in 
children by throwing measurable quantities 
of stuff into the pails the minister seems to 
think they have for minds, hearts, and spir- 
its. That can only be done by giving them 
hope, purpose, self-esteem, identity, culture. 
And that can only come from, among many 
possible sources: their parents, their extend- 
ed family, their peers, their community, their 
leaders, their elders and, certainly (but not 
exclusively), their teachers, and their princi- 
pals. It cannot come from the department of 
education. 

People in the community understand 
that. Chris Noskey, understands it when he 
says in the Edmonton Journal story cited 
above, "Our school division only has the kids 
for a maximum of seven hours per day. It 
involves discipline, it involves justice, it 
involves socioeconomic issues within the 
community. All these issues the teachers 
have to deal with at school and they should- 
n't be; the parental involvement should be 
there." 

Mark Burke, president of the Northland 
Alberta Teachers' Association local, under- 
stands it. Again as reported in the Journal 























(‘We see success in our kids', January 23), 
“Burke said if the province wants to attack 
such problems as poor test scores, it will 
have to deal with a broad range of social and 
economic issues in Northland communities. 

“Tt is not something we start capturing 
when they enter school in kindergarten...We 
have to look at learning and helping groups 
who are struggling right from the time the 
kids are born." 

That way of approaching the opportuni- 
ties in Northland—not the challenges, but 
the opportunities, such as they are, whatever 
they are—is not in the mandate of Alberta's 
department of education or its minister. And 
we can be certain it's not in the brief handed 
to Colin Kelly with his new job. But if it is 
not part of his mandate, or if he does not 
make it part of his mandate, Kelly will surely 
fail. 

For more than a century, the federal gov- 
ernment, with the complicity of the 
provinces, followed a residential school policy 
created to “kill the Indian in the child,” 
intending over time to kill the Indian in the 
communities where the children lived, there- 
by forcing those communities to assimilate. 
It succeeded, not completely but enough to 
break the spirit of many communities—com- 
munities made up of generations of children, 
now parents and grandparents, who went to 
residential schools. 

Those communities can now be seen in 
the images of W.B. Yeats's 1920 poem, The 
Second Coming: 

Things fall apart; the centre cannot hold; 

Mere anarchy is loosed upon the world, 

The blood-dimmed tide is loosed, and 
everywhere 

The ceremony of innocence is drowned; 

The best lack all conviction, while the 
worst 

Are full of passionate intensity. 


Those images describe well the state of 
many Aboriginal communities today. They 
are doubly relevant here because they were 
written by Yeats at a time when Irish cul- 
ture, identity, and purpose had been ground 
down almost to nothing by colonial rule from 
England, and the Irish people were sadly 
dispirited. Yeats was part of a movement 
that sought to restore the fire of Irish pride 
by reviving Irish culture. He and others with 
him succeeded, judging by the state of 
Ireland today, but it took decades for results 
to take hold. 

We can only fix the problems in Northand 
and other Aboriginal jurisdictions by some- 
how reversing the legacy of residential 
schools, by putting the Indian back into the 
communities and their children, by helping 
nurture the spark of Indianness back to life 
in them. In the light of that fire, many of 
them, certainly many of the children, might 
choose to integrate, to adapt Indian ways to 
the ways of a globalized culture and econo- 
my. That seems inevitable. But if they make 
that choice, it will be theirs, made freely (or 
as freely as any of us can act in a globalized 
world) not an alien government's, imposed on 
them without regard to their needs, desires, 
or culture (to the extent that it survives). 
And that can only be done by working with 
the leadership that actually exists in the 
communities now, such as it is and with all 
its faults—not by kicking it to the curb and 
co-opting its roles and democratic rights and 
duties. 

Sadly, the provincial government is as 
much caught up in the malaise described by 
Yeats as the communities and leaders of 
Northland School Division. Key images from 
The Second Coming: “things fall apart...the 
centre cannot hold...mere anarchy is 
loosed...the best lack all conviction...passion- 
ate intensity” look and sound too much like 
our provincial government for its or our com- 
fort. 

Too bad. 


Let the Streets Speak 


The value of visual art to express ideas 
that cannot easily be put into words is well 
known. This can be especially important for 
people who have few opportunities to share 
their views of the world with others. 

The Streets Speak mural project of 
iPulse, a new group dedicated to “impacting 
society through culture and dreams”, has 
been spending time at several community 
organizations in recent weeks, inviting any- 
one who wanted to use a large panel of coro- 
plast to express ideas about their own lives, 
social issues, or their dreams, uncensored. 

On February 16 the display of the murals 
will open for public viewing at City Hall, 
where they will stay on display until 
February 26. A sneak peak at some of the 
panels is available at www.ipulse.webs.com, 
along with more information about the iPulse 
group. 

“We hope as Edmontonians come to see 


Advocate 


Muriel Stanley 
Venne, left, says the 
death in January 
of Bernadette 
Auger, an 
Aboriginal woman 
who had recently 
moved to 
Edmonton from 
Wabasca, is a com- 
munity tragedy as 
much as a person- 
al and family 
tragedy. 

Venne isa 
prominent advo- 
cate for the rights and welfare of Aboriginal 
Canadians and, in particular, Aboriginal 
women. She says she is keeping an open 
mind on investigations into the death of 
Auger, who was shot dead by police on 
January 16, this year. But she wants every- 
one to know that violence and violent death 
are all too common in the lives of Aboriginal 
women in Canada. 

Venne is president of the Institute for the 
Advancement of Aboriginal Women and vice- 
president of the Metis Nation of Alberta. She 
has worked for more than 30 years for 
human rights for Canadians, focusing on 
Aboriginal Canadians and Aboriginal women. 
She is a recipient of the Order of Canada, 
and she has been cited by the United 
Nations for her work. 

In an interview with ESN on January 20, 
Venne said she recently helped organize a 
survey on the challenges facing Aboriginal 
women. Researchers went to 16 Canadian 
communities, “from Kujuwak, in Quebec, to 
Whitehorse, Yukon; from Yukon to 
Edmonton, Calgary and Regina.” The survey 
concluded that Aboriginal women face “barri- 
ers” of “poverty, isolation, and violence, and 
there wasn't anywhere in Canada where that 
isn't true.” 

The situation, Venne says, is tragic. 
“There are so many deaths in our communi- 
ty. Father Jim, who does most of the burials 
at Sacred Heart Church, told me that it usu- 
ally peaks around December-January and 
then it levels off. But last year it never did 
level off. It's continuous. 

“Every statistic will show you that 
Aboriginal women are more likely to die vio- 
lently. They are more likely to be ill. They are 
more likely to not have enough resources at 
their disposal, to go to the doctor or do the 
things that are taken for granted” by most 
Canadians. 

Venne has attended recent hearings in 
St. Paul of the Truth and Reconciliation 
Commission, chaired by Commissioner Chief 
Wilton Littlechild. The testimony at commis- 
sion hearing focuses on the residential 
schools and their legacy. Venne believes the 
commission and its work are important and 
necessary: “The effects of the residential 
schools were not just on the children. They 





the murals they will be informed, educated 
and inspired,” explains iPulse member Lenn 
Wheatley. Wheatley hopes the murals lead to 
inner city people, who are often marginalized, 
feeling more fully part of the community, 
their thoughts and feelings respected by oth- 
ers 

“We think there are innovative ideas in 
these murals that offer new ways to look at 
social issues and that they will challenge 
viewers to make a commitment to be less 
prejudiced,” Wheatley says. 

Mural painting has taken place at Boyle 
Street Community Services, Bissell Centre, 
Mustard Seed and Youth Emergency Shelter. 
Additional murals are underway and will be 
part of the show as well. 

The City Hall display is in cooperation 
with the Edmonton Youth Council. 

By Jim Gurnett 





says Bernadette Auger's death is 
another tragedy for Aboriginal women 


affected the women and the families. It was a 
trauma throughout the community. The 
women lost their children, and in a lot of 
cases they imploded.” 

But Venne suggests the Truth and 
Reconciliation Commission hearings are just 
a beginning for Aboriginal women in Canada. 
“The issue of Aboriginal women and their sit- 
uation in this country has never been 
addressed. In my experience Aboriginal 
women live in a country that is hostile to 
their very existence. Every statistic proves 
that. You look statistically on the rate of sui- 
cide, the rate of first laid off in employment, 


Updates 


steal mera 


Soup’s on at the House o 
Refuge Mission 


In our November issue we ran the story 
about the health board closing down the 
kitchen at the House of Refuge Mission 
because it did not meet with health board 
standards. November 29, 2009, a new 
board was elected for House of Refuge, and 
under the new leadership renovations have 
been completed, including new floors, ceil- 
ing tiles, light covers, dry-wall where need- 
ed, and roof repairs. Bill Buck, president of 
House of Refuge, did much of the work him- 
self, assisted by board member Calvin 
Kennedy and others who volunteered peri- 
odically. The new food license was granted 
on December 23rd. House of Refuge is open 
seven days a week, serving an evening meal 
of soup and sandwiches at 8 p.m. 
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and so on, and it all is substantiated. It's not 
a mystery.” 

In spite of her concerns about negative 
attitudes toward Aboriginal women, Venne 
says she is content to wait for the Alberta 
Serious Incident Response Team to look into 
the incident and to hope that investigators 
will realize that Aboriginal women “view 
(Auger's death) as a serious situation,” 
adding that, “we hope that an inquiry or 
determination will look at all the circum- 
stances.” 

By Allan Sheppard 


Former tent city mayor 
found housing 

In the December issue of ESN we ran the 
story on the former mayor of tent city, 
Marvin Ross and his partner Mary St. Savard 
being homeless. In December they were able 
to move into a single housekeeping room 
near The Mustard Seed. ESN would like to 
extend thanks to the woman who called to 
make a generous offer to pay for their dam- 
age deposit. 


Memorial for homeless 
held January 23 


The Edmonton Coalition on Housing and 
Homelessness held their fifth annual homeless 
memorial at the Boyle Street Community 
Cooperative on January 23rd. Candles were 
lighted in remembrance of 46 people who 
passed in 2009. (Photos on pages 4 and 5S) 
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Remembering Paul and what he taught me 


When Eliza asked me to provide my 
thoughts about Paul to Edmonton Street 
News, I thought about the best way to hon- 
our the memory of a friend. I know there are 
going to be many memories by many people, 
so I decided to write about what I learned 
from Paul. Without a doubt in my mind, Paul 
and his friend, Chino, helped me to provide 
effective and positive outreach to the people 
who frequented Whyte Avenue and the inner 
city. 

When I first started working on Whyte 
Avenue I wanted to ‘save the world’ and pro- 
vide housing for all that were without homes. 
In my haste, I got so frustrated with Paul 
and Chino because they would tell me to 
help elsewhere and to slow down because my 
lack of patience would not benefit me in the 
long run. I would leave Whyte Avenue wrack- 
ing my brain to try to figure out why they 
wouldn’t work with me and get housed. 

Every day was the same. I would go to 
the corner of Chapters and get a hug from 
Paul and Chino. I would immediately talk 
about housing and they would immediately 
shut me up and tell me to just watch. Chino 
would panhandle and Paul and I would walk 
around for an hour and window shop. We 
would go back to Chapters and, by that time, 
Chino would have enough for his swish and 
beer for anyone else. The two would come 
back to Chapters with more people in tow. 
Then Chino would look at Paul and they 
would leave the gang and go behind 
Chianti’s. I kept wondering why they went off 
by themselves and I would ask the others 
but no one would explain. Finally, after a 
month, Paul showed me what he and Chino 
were doing by letting me come with them. It 
was a complete shock to me when Chino 
pulled out a Bible instead of swish and each 
one read a chapter. 

From that point, Chino had me carry 
and take care of his Bible. Every day at 
about 5 p.m. I gave him his Bible and he 
and Paul went behind Chianti’s. From watch- 
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ing I learned from Paul about humbling my 
self and working with everyone else’s sched- 
ule. When Chino passed away I brought his 
Bible to the wake and his brother, Sam B, let 
me put it with Chino. 

Paul taught me about ‘walking a mile 
in his moccasins’, Indian time’, spirituality, 
and the Creator, and so much more. I finally 
understood why he and Chino always told 
me to listen and be patient. I wanted them in 
a house, they didn’t. I wasn’t listening to 
them, and I certainly lost my patience with 
them many times. Paul was the one who 
taught me about each person’s quality of life 
and what I could do. He told me that I 
increased his quality of life by walking with 
him and listening. He told me I would be 
able to increase everyone’s quality of life if I 
listened to what they were really talking 


about and shared in a conversation rather 
than asking questions and waiting for 
answers. Paul said, “You’ve got the opportu- 
nity to help — don’t be like every other worker 
— go to people and let them talk 
When I heard that Paul passed away, | 
had no emotion. I was numb. Actually, I still 
am. I keep asking the Creator why He took 
Paul so soon and I was selfish because I was 
angry that I only had a little time with Paul. 
I’ve ‘walked in Paul’s moccasins’ and I know 
that he would be grateful for the time we had 
and not the amount and he would let me 
know that he was ready to join the Creator. 
Good-bye my dear friend. 
By Terry Kettleson 
Paul Edward Delver 
Feb. 2, 1966 to December 26, 2009 


Edmonton Street News Public Meeting 


Series 


presents 
Ricardo Acuna on Remaking Alberta 





Ricardo Acuna is executive director of the 
Pakrland Institute at the University and a 
regular contributor to Vue Magazine on 
economic and social concerns in Alberta. He 
will present information and ideas on ways the 
Alberta government can meet the needs of all 
Albertans in difficult economic times. 
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This is about the tenth time I am trying 
to write this story. I wanted to write some- 
thing really special for my late brother and I 
wanted to write it for the first week in 
February because his birthday would have 
been on February 2nd. And I wanted to 
write it really well because my brother 
Bearclaw deserved the very best. 

It was kind of funny but when I went 
downtown no one knew my name - they only 
knew me as Bearclaw’s sister. I was proud of 
being his sister. We grew up together. As 
children we were playmates getting into trou- 
ble. 

On Christmas Day Bearclaw came over 
for dinner. There were only my husband, 
Seven, my son, Simon, Bearclaw and I. We 
had a wonderful day and he was in good 
spirits. He fell asleep around 6 p.m. and he 
passed on in his sleep. That night, he went 
peacefully. 

I loved my brother very much and so did 
everyone who ever met him. He had a lot of 
friends, a lot of street brothers and sisters. 
He was well known, well loved and so very, 
very funny. He had a kind heart and a beau- 
tiful spirit, absolutely the best brother in the 
world. The kind of love I have for my brother 
I have for my husband and my children, our 
mother and our brothers and our sisters. If I 
was at Heaven’s gate and I was allowed in 
and any one of them wasn’t allowed in, I 
would ask God to let me step aside and let 
them in instead. 

Bearclaw introduced me to so many peo- 
ple. He always told me about his crushes, 
from Carrie Moore to Wanda Whiskeyjack, all 
the way to Michelle, the nurse at the single 
men’s hostel. He told me everything in such 
a short time, like about Terry Kettleson — 
“She was a diamond in the sky.” 

I was his sister. He was my friend. He 
loved me and someday when I am at heav- 
en’s gate, I know he'll be there to meet me 
and he'll be happy and healthy and he will 
say to me, “Hurry up. Come here! There’s 
some people I want you to meet.” Until then, 


Remembering Bearclaw 


I will truly miss him a lot. 

I want to also remember Bearclaw’s street 
brothers and sisters who went before him. 
Some I knew only by their street names, and 
I mean no disrespect: Our dad, Jerome 
Delver, Harley Giroux, Robert DeSault, Sheila 
Paul, “Slurpie”, “Tomahawk”, Russell 
Cardinal “Ruffles”, Colleen Bird, Sam 
Bernard, Dolly, Fabian Delorme, Mary Burlie, 
Jeffrey Cardinal, “Mohawk”, Paul Steinhauer, 





My Gracious and Loving Family 
By Bearclaw 

To everyone placed in my heart, 
especially my sisters, brothers, my mother 
and all of my uncles, aunts, and cousins, 
stay in my heart for this one’s love. All 1 
care for is the time that passes for your love 
is very important, just for your being there 
for me. It matters very much to me and 
to those who came into my life. It’s really a 
fresh, warm embrace to my heart, so please 
be there for eternity. It matters to me so 
much, just to see, hear, embrace and espe- 
cially to love. Your love matters so much to 
me and I don’t want it to leave. I. don’t stop 
thinking of my only nephew, and my lovely 
nieces who make me look to live another 
day so I can see them with love so bright 
and shiny. 
December 5, 2009 





Linda Koester, Laurie Janellie, “Cobra”, 
Darrell Cardinal, Cleophus McGilvery 


By Eliza Cardinal 

Eliza is writing a collection of memories — 
Bearclaw” stories, and welcomes any stories 
to add to her collection. Call her at 587 783- 
7411 or mail them to: #201 — 11065-149 
Street, Edmonton, Alberta, TSP 1M7 


Untitled 


By Bearclaw 


The feather planted there in my hair 
makes me so proud 

Like a pinto running with the wind, that 
Native image, 

Running like a spirit’s prayer, high in the 
cloud 

The way I’m always high, high on a 
sacred mountain ridge. 


I’m leading my own trail and resting 
under the stars. 

Sitting by a warm fire with so many 
legends 

And the legend does not fail, this 
warrior has claws 

As Geronimo, whom I admire, his 
vision never ends. 


Blowing through many trees, 

not knowing my destiny, 

Walking over this sacred land and 
breezing through water, 

Listening to the blowing leaves as life be 
Some do really understand, making 
their life clear. 


Within our sacred circle, a protected 
sky 

Soaring high above us while one roams 
the land 

Raging and roaring, beautiful looking 
into a bear’s eye 

Without a fuss, only the chosen truly 
understand. 
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Opinion: Copenhagen 


I'm beginning to suspect the hot air or 
carbon emissions coming out of the mouths 
at the Copenhagen Summit will be more sub- 
stantial than what comes out from other 
sources. Plus I suspect there is a hidden 
agenda at the summit that I will try to 
explain here. 

It looks as if environmentalists suffer 
from a clique mentality that excludes any 
new or fresh ideas or anyone that is consid- 
ered outside their group mentality. If one 
isn't into the latest in eco-friendly clothing, a 
vegan or vegetarian, or up on the latest caus- 
es he or she could become ostracized. 

What is needed is more objective reporting 
from the various news outlets. Big media 
seems to sold out to the partyline or corpo- 
rate ownership. Too bad, as they do reach a 
good part of viewers and readers. The alter- 
native media and websites can do a better 
job of reporting the truth of what actually 
happens. 

A concern of mine is. any carbon 
emissions tax. How far will this be taken? 
We're being taxed enough as it is and it 
hurts the economy more when people feel 


summit on global warming is a lot of hot air 


they don't have enough money to spend as 
they see fit. We don't need any more busy- 
bodies telling us how to spend our money or 
what taxes are to be collected. Maybe it's too 
hard for the ruling class to figure that one 
out. Or perhaps they have and are laughing 
at us and our passive attitudes regarding 
real change or standing up for ourselves. 

Though I believe the human race is 
partly responsible for carbon emissions, I 
just want to know exactly how much it is. It 
would be interesting to hack into all the 
emails regarding the Copenhagen Summit. 
Though it could read like something from a 
Stephen King novel or an X-Files show, it 
could be closer to the truth than the official 
pablum released to the media before being 
passed on to the general public. 

But one thing that has come up in 
the war against carbon emissions is imple- 
menting strict population controls. Since 
when will this help matters? Couples should 
be able to have as many children as they can 
afford to raise and should not be forced to 
have just one child whether it be "voluntari- 
ly" or coerced into it by authorities. 


I have to question the validity of the 
Chinese governments statistics of their one 
child program success. They claim it has 
resulted in 400 million fewer births and 18 
million fewer carbon dioxide emissions annu- 
ally. Like I've said before, how many stats are 
pulled out of a hat or made up on the spot. 
Want to reduce carbon dioxide emissions? 
How about planting more trees that breathe 
in carbon dioxide and breathe out oxygen? 

Canada's birth rate is too low to apply 
a one child policy. Incentives need to be 
given to couples to have children without 
raising tax burdens on others. Eugenics and 
jailing dissenters of global warming isn't the 
way to go. It sounds too sinister to get 
involved with. Why are some authorities so 
zealous to impose these policies? What else 
do they have in store for us? It's enough to 
say "Yes, me worry" to turn around an Alfred 
E Neuman quote. 

What is needed is more critical thinking 
and a down to earth reality check. 

Ron Murdock 

ronmurdock73@yahoo.ca 


xntrkChallenger: They Can Get It If They Want to 


“They can get it if they want to...” 


I was horrified when a fellow employee 
made this statement. As we walked down 
Jasper Avenue, this PhD in human geogra- 
phy looked at the homeless in disgust, but 
not with the disgust that compassionate and 
caring people have. They are disgusted _ 
that other human beings are forced to 
endure such a life. Compassionate 
people understand that, “there but for 
the good fortune of their own life, go 
they”. Unfortunately, the PhD whose 
parents were both PhDs and very rich, 
was the most over-educated ignora- 
mus I have ever met. These people 
were simply messing up her walk and 
had no reason to be there in sucha 
state. “They can get it if they want 
to...” she stated, “All men are created 
equal!” 

And, she believed it! In her mind, 
they could obtain a PhD if they set 
their mind to it. I pleaded with her in 
the usual way, “Have you ever heard 
of poverty, mental illness, social isola- ,. 
tion...? What about social opportunity? It 
was her insistence that these human beings 
choose to be poor, uneducated and unem- 
ployed that got me thinking. Malcolm 
Gladwell in his book, Outliers, examines very 
successful people. After acknowledging their 
innate talents, Gladwell goes on to describe 
the fortuitous social environments that were 
essential to each success story. Gladwell’s 
point is that even if you are a genius, you 
need opportunity. 

Opportunity and ‘Luck’ are the same 
thing. The first and most important lucky 
break in your life, is what kind of family you 
land in. Are your parents well educated, well 
mannered, well off, kind and caring? Or, are 
they poor, ignorant, fearful and abusive? In 
reality, only a small percentage of children 
raise above their parents accomplishments. 
Children learn from the examples set for 
them. It is not because, ‘they don’t want it’; it 
may be because they have no idea what ‘it’ 
is. Picture being born into any of the three 
families below. 

In family number one, if John laid on the 
couch and read a book, he was either sick or 
lazy. “Go outside! If you don’t have anything 
to do, I’ll find some chores for you,” John’s 
mother would yell. Reading was not valued 
as much as learning how to take care of ani- 
mals and his little brothers. John got up 
early every day before school to feed the ani- 
mals and fed them every day after school. 
Weekends were spent cleaning the barn and 
doing other essential chores. There was little 
time for dreaming and deep reflection when 
physical labour was the family worth. 
Reading was limited to checking the hog 
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reports and the latest gossip in the local 
scandal sheet. 

Learning your place is a very important 
childhood lesson. John’s mother’s favourite 
comment was, “Children are to be seen and 
not heard”. His father’s worldly advice was 
to, “Remember, he may not be right, but he’s 
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the boss!” In other words, do not make waves 
and be thankful that you have a job. Parents 
teach kids where they belong in this world, 
and lower working-class kids learn right from 
the beginning, that they are not in a position 
of power. These children will learn about the 
omnipotent ‘They’, who know-all, and should 
never be questioned. Discipline includes put- 
downs and physical abuse. In general, these 
kids learn to be ‘compliant workers’, but 
have little else to aspire to - except perhaps a 
hockey game or a TV reality show. 

In my second family, the mom and dad 
are professional people. They have worked 
and saved for years for Jason’s medical 
degree. For Jason, going to university is a 
foregone conclusion; it is simply a matter of 
which advanced degree he will choose and 
which school is best for that choice. These 
parents have been supportive all along of 
Jason’s development. From a young age, 
Jason was told that he was talented, and 
that he could be anything he wanted. When 
he was having trouble with math, Jason’s 
parents paid big bucks for a tutor. After 
school, music lessons were offered and his 
hockey equipment was brand new. His par- 
ents drove him anywhere he ‘needed’ to be. 
Discipline involved losing the computer for a 
night or two. (Gee, maybe that’s where 
Miss PhD got confused). 

In the third family, the mother is an 
addict and the father is gone. Dad may come 
home occasionally for a fight, but the kids 
are better off without him. He is a drunk and 
a criminal. Joe and Jane are the eldest of 
five kids from at least four different fathers. 
John and two of his siblings suffer from Fetal 


Alcohol Syndrome. They learn the ins and 
outs of the welfare system. For Jane, the wel- 
fare benefits increase with the number of 
kids, so having more kids is logical - not bad, 
not evil, but logical for survival. For Joe, wel- 
fare is not enough for anyone to live on, so 
crime is logical - not bad, not evil, but logical 
for survival. Attempting to escape, Joe 
and Jane learn to use substances. The 
ircle is complete. 
Our society is appalled at the 
thought of a little child being mentally 
abused, emotionally neglected or physi- 
cally beaten. What happens to that 
compassion with these same children 
+ |(humans) when they are over 18 years 
-ljold? Many of our homeless people are 
those same little kids that we profess to 
be so concerned about. The first kid 


_|second kid learns academics and thinks 
jfor a living, but what have these badly 
* labused kids learned? Shame, fear, self- 
loathing and hopelessness seem logical 
esults. 
a Yes, all humans are created differ- 
ent, and family inheritance plays a vital role. 
The sins of the father/mother become the 
sins of the son/daughter in most cases. Now 
I would like that PhD to explain how she 
could possibly be so ignorant. She should be 
thanking her lucky stars that she was born 
where she was, instead snubbing her nose at 
those not as ‘inherently’ fortunate as she 
was. 
by xntrk 
xntrkchallenger. blogspot.com 
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Mamma’s Chicken’s 


Chapter 18.2 - Beaverbank 
By Sharon Spencer 


I wish I could say after the gang rape 
that that was the end of it, but it wasn’t. A 
shot to the head or a knife at my neck - it all 
had the same effect, uncontrollable fear, fear 
that would incapacitate me to the point 
where I would submit to and and all unwant- 
ed advances. Some would tell me I was just 
so beautiful they had to have me. Another 
would tell me if ever I told, he would come 
back and cut me into little, tiny pieces, and I 
knew it was true. 

And who would I tell anyway? People did- 
n’t talk about that stuff back then. Some 
people would say, ‘What did you do to 
deserve that? Were you dressed sexy? Did 
you look sexy? Did you lead him on - guilt 
would be piled upon guilt and with each 
event it did more to strip away possession of 
my own body. Ownership belonged to those 
more powerful than myself - the soul strip- 
pers. 

Whether I ate or where | slept depended 
totally on my survival instincts. My open 
door at my parents house would not last for 
long, experience told me, so I walked on egg 
shells trying not to make waves while being 
as invisible as possible in a small two bed- 
room house. One day without any warning it 
all came to an end. My father was no longer 
able to tolerate my presence. A swift, sharp 
saber swooshed through the air cutting any 
frail insubstantial family ties that had started 
to mend. Once more | stood alone without 
protection. 

It wasn’t like there were a lot of jobs 
around, but I did have experience as a 
nurse’s aide. That kind of gave me an edge in 
finding similar work. Soon I found a nursing 
home job in Beaverbank, about twenty miles 
away from Mama. I was elated to find work 
that I enjoyed so much and the fact I might 
be able to visit Mama on my days off thrilled 
me. The job suited me just fine, plus, there 
was a small room that came with it, and my 
meals were provided. Maybe now I could 
relax and enjoy life without the constant fear 
of how I would live to tell the tale. 

Unfortunately at that time Beaverbank 
was cut off in the middle of nowhere with 
only one small general store that was the 
center of the community. What had been a 
deserted army base was being used as a 
nursing home and housing for those that 
worked there. I wasn’t quick enough to notice 
just how closed a community it was and as 
with many tightly closed communities out- 
siders were looked upon with suspicion, 
especially single woman with big boobs. 

Much to my pleasure soon an orderly my 
age took an interest in me. He was currently 


dating a girl from his own neck of the woods, 
but without a moment’s notice he dropped 
her and started seeing me. Bernie was cute, 
easy to get along with and adored me. He not 
only worked at the nursing home but had a 
second job as a car body repair man. He 
lived at home with his mother at the time but 
every spare moment we were together. Soon 
he asked me to marry him. I was ecstatic at 
the thoughts of being with someone so kind 
and easy to get along with. Visions of our 
cute little home and how I would decorate it, 
but more importantly the love we would 
share, flooded my mind. This was my chance 
at a normal life. Looking back I can’t help 
but speculate now and then what a different 
twist my life might have taken if my dreams 
had come true. 

One of the flies in the ointment was the 
fact that I was totally unaware that I was 
causing quite a stir in the small base. It’s a 
small wonder that my ears weren't burning 
off. Several men happened to carelessly talk 
about me and their wives got wind of it. 
Small places with nothing much to do can 
often become gossip mills; the only form of 
entertainment was talking about people 
behind their backs and tearing them down. 
The woman of the base were having a party 
at my experience and Bernie’s mother was 
also involved. I became the bain of there 
existence. 

Suddenly one day a strange woman 
arrived at my small room. I opened the door 
and she almost spat at me “Where is my 
husband?” She could see directly into the 
empty room. I was both shocked and aston- 
ished at her question. Quite taken aback, I 
stammered, “I don’t know where your hus- 
band is or who he is.” After that she just 
stomped off. I was amazed because I only 
knew about two people in the community. I 
worked and kept to myself and spent my 
spare time with Bernie. 

Loose talk put me on the outs at the base 
and I became a target of hatred for the jeal- 
ous wives. My happiness was short lived, and 
I waved good bye to security as it flew out 
the window once more. A group of angry 
woman went to the administrator and insist- 
ed I be fired. I remember the sinking feeling 
in my stomach as I stood before the adminis- 
trator while he made some veiled attempt to 
explain why he no longer needed me. 
Although I didn't know who their husbands 
were or even take notice, apparently the 
women took notice of me and stirred up a 
hornet’s nest. Just like a snowball running 
down hill grows in size, it became an ava- 
lanche that overtook me. 

Homeless again I called home wearily 
explaining my circumstances only to be told 
by Mama that my Father refused to have me 
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in the house. Crushed and running out of 
options I found myself sitting outside the 
local store doubled over with grief, sobbing 
violently. ‘Where do I go from here?’ My mind 
was franticly trying to grasp the situation. A 
kindly nurse came along and stopped, when 
she noticed my tears, to ask what was 
wrong. Tearfully I replied “I have no place to 
go.” Without a moment’s hesitation, Mary 
took me to her home. Although Mary’s hus- 
band could not work she shared what little 
she had with joy. 

But the gossiping tongues of the wives 
soon reached Bernie’s mother who was deter- 
mined that no son of hers was marrying 
such a slut. For months he constantly fought 
with friends, relatives and his mother. Nature 
took its course. I found out I was pregnant. 
Life had not prepared either one for this little 
complication. We didn’t talk about it much. I 
think I was so naive I believed everything 
would just fall into place. One night, while 
playing, he knocked me to the floor. I 
thought nothing of it. The next day I started 
to bleed. Scared and afraid I went to find 
him. Walking down to the general store I 
noticed a crowd of people standing around a 
car. 

“What is going on?” I wondered. 

I had arrived just in time to see Bernie pull 
out in a car with a friend, who was headed 
for B.C. He had finally given into the pres- 
sure and deserted me. Later that day I lost 
my first child and no one noticed or cared. 


PETER GOLDRING 
Member of Parliament 
Edmonton East 


CANADIANS PROUDLY ON DISPLAY 


For 106 days, traveling more than 45,000 kilometres 
through 1,000 communities across Canada, the Olympic 
Torch relay demonstrated just how much Canadians were 
looking forward to the 2010 Vancouver Olympic Games. The 
torch was greeted with enthusiasm and approval wherever it 
went, including the House of Commons chamber. The long 
route saw the torch pass within a one-hour drive of 90% of 
Canada’s population. You may have been part of the crowds 
following the torch when it came to Edmonton, or even one 
of the 12,000 torchbearers. 


As a northern nation we pride ourselves on how we have 


embraced winter. Canadians are enthusiastic participants in 
winter sports, from curling to skiing to hockey, and our ath- 
letes have excelled on the world stage. 


Therefore Canadians are expecting great things at these 
Games. Our athletes have spent the past four years prepar- 
ing. Performing in front of a Canadian crowd may inspire 
them to new heights of athletic greatness. The investment, 
both moral and financial, from their sponsors and from the 
people and Government of Canada enables them to repre- 
sent this country with pride and ability. 


Edmonton-born athletes representing Canada at the Van- 
couver Games include ski jumper Stefan Read, freestyle 
skier Jennifer Heil (a gold medalist at the 2006 Turin games) 
bobsledder Pierer Lueders (who has won Olympic gold and 
silver in the past) and hockey players Scott Neidermeyer 
and Jarome Iginla (both members of the 2002 gold medal 
team). 

Edmonton Oilers fans may prefer to cheer for Iginla and 
Niedermeyer (for once) and not for the two Oilers who are 
playing in the Vancouver Games — Lubomir Visnovsky 
(Slovakia) and Denis Grebeshkov (Russia). 

| expect Canada’s athletes are going to make us all proud 
at the Vancouver Games. 


What do you think? 


780-495-3261 www.peterc 
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Managing your persistent fears and anxieties 


Everybody deals with anxiety and 
depression, however some people have a 


hard time in managing it. As a result, here 
is a brief list of techniques that a person 
can use to help manage their most persist- 


ent fears and every day anxieties. 
When facing a current or upcoming task 


that overwhelms you with a lot of anxiety, 
the first thing you can do is to divide the 
task into a series of smaller steps. 


Completing these smaller tasks one ata 
time will make the stress more manageable 
and increases your chances of success. 
Sometimes we get stressed out when every- 
thing happens all at once. When this hap- 
pens, a person should take a deep breath 
and try to find something to do for a few 
minutes to get his or her mind off of the 
problem. A person could get some fresh air, 
listen to some music, or do an activity that 
will give a fresh perspective on things. 
A person could visualize a red stop sign in 
his/her mind when they encounter a fear 
provoking thought. When that thought 
comes, a person should think of the red 
stop sign that serves as a reminder to stop 
focusing on that thought and to think of 
something else. A person can then try to 
think of something positive to replace the 
negative thought. 

Another technique that is very helpful is 
to have a small notebook of positive state- 


When Will It All Stop? 


My heart is heavy with sorrow -- 
There is too much suffering in this 
world! 

Babies, children, adults -- 

Victims of sickness -- physical and 
mental 

Victims of famine, natural disasters 
and war. 

Abuse of all kinds. 

When will it all stop? 

Only when Jesus comes back. 
Maranatha -- Come Lord Jesus Come! 


By Judy Brown 


ments that makes you feel good. Whenever 
you come across an affirmation that makes 
you feel good, write it down in a small note- 
book that you can carry around with you in 
your pocket. Whenever you feel depressed 

or frustrated, open up your small notebook 
and read those statements. This will help you 
manage your negative thinking. 

Learn to take it one day at a time. 
Instead of worrying about how you will get 
through the rest of the week, try to focus on 
today. Each day can provide you with differ- 
ent opportunities to learn new things and 
that includes learning how to deal with your 
problems. You never know when the 
answers you are looking for will come to 
your doorstep. We may be ninety-nine per- 
cent correct in predicting the future, but all 
it takes is for that one percent to make a 
world of difference. 

Take advantage of the help that is avail- 
able around you. If possible, talk to a pro- 
fessional who can help you manage your 
depression and anxieties. They will be able 
to provide you with additional advice and 
insights on how to deal with your current 
problem. By talking to a professional, you 
will be helping yourself in the long run 
because they will become better able to deal 
with their problems in the future. 
Remember that it never hurts to ask for 
help. 


What Can the Children do 


Children shaking and crying in their 
beds 

Or under their beds -- so frightened! 

They hear loud, angry voices. 
Sometimes they hear crying. 
Mummy and Daddy fighting again. 

Where can the children go 

To get away from it? 

What can they do to stop it? 
Nothing! 

They have to listen and wait for it to 
stop. 


By Judy Brown 


The Silent Cry 





Emotional brokenness is the storm that 
causes havoc in our life, 

It is where we have to shield our feel- 
ings, 

It is the dark room where all our feel- 
ings of hurt have been carefully stored and 
hold the secrets of how we feel, 

Giving us the false strength and making 


our life a fagade because no one knows the 
real truth of how we feel. 

It is the place where our tears have 
been stored making a cascade of uncontrol- 
lable torrents. 

Becoming the river after the storm that 
stops for nothing, carrying everything that 
gets in its way. 

This is the only place where our 
strength can be demonstrated 

Through the torrential strength of the 
river containing our tears. 

But : 

Emotional brokenness is like a blessing 
because it allows us to pick up the pieces 

And with every piece we pick up we 
realize that is not our spirit that is broken, 

But the only thing that has been broken 
is the shield of anger that served to hide 
our feelings of hurt. 

After our brokenness, our lives can be 
more fruitful because our decisions will not 
be made from our place of anger but from 
our heart. 

By Maria Broda 


Dealing with your persistent fears is not 
easy. Remember that all you can do is to try 
your best each day, hope for the best, and 
take things in stride. Patience, persistence, 
education, and being committed in trying to 
solve your problem will go a long way in fix- 
ing your problems. 

Stanley Popovich 
BIOGRAPHY: Stan Popovich is the author of 
"A Layman's Guide to Managing Fear 
Using Psychology, Christianity and Non 
Resistant Methods" 





Tips for winter bicycling: 


1. Try to stay on the lowest part of a 
rut. 
2. Avoid powdery brown snow, especially 
don't accelerate on it. 
3. Choose the safest surface: road or 
sidewalk. 
4. Drive slowly on sidewalks, especially 
near alleys and pedestrians. 
5. Stay on flat'surfaces as much as pos- 
sible. 
6. Wear a toque under your helmet when 
cold. 
7. Take up one half of a lane so cars 
don't drive too close to you. 
By Pedro Schultz 


Thoughts on life 


Satisfaction comes from helping those in 
need. 

Gratification goes with a smile. 

Your heart carried us a mile or two - 

I feel great in the safety of others. 
Elderly carry a message for all, 

Only the children teach us innocence. 
Your gifts are many, your selfishness is 
way beyond you. 

Time is not of the essence, however you 
need it. 

Messages are few but many are given, 

' talking is good, listening is better. — 


With each passing day I begin to see 
others as they really are. 

Comforting to say the least. 

Your kindness brings an aura that no 
one can explain 

It shines on your face. 

Creativity is from observing others 

As you see through eyes that 
understand. 

Your heart is well, your being is well 
Touch others people’s thoughts with 
yours ; 
Strength comes from believing in you. 
My heart and soul respond to you 

We receive your kindness 

Through Jesus our king. 


By Paul Mark Kailek 


